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Abduction 


Author's Notes: 
Yay, Slash and Duff! | missed these two.. 


It had started out a typical night in. Big show, lots of liquor, a bit of heroin, he was flying high and playing well. 
He'd had his dick sucked in the dressing room by an anonymous girl, caught a ride back to the hotel, and 
turned in with the intention of turning the television on, shooting up again, and falling asleep to the sound of 


static. Just like usual. Just the way he liked it. 


Duff stood at the foot of the bed staring at him. He shouldn't have answered the door, probably, but it had 
been a frantic sort of knocking. He'd thought that someone was in trouble. Teach him to care about his 
bandmates. Duff had burst into the room like a whirlwind, his hair sticking out in every direction, big dark 
circles under his eyes. Slash assumed that something dire had happened. He really should have known better. 


"Say that again, dude, | don't think | heard you the first time." 


Duff's lips pursed in irritation and he enunciated slowly, as though Slash were a very small, very stupid child. "| 


think | got abducted. You know. Kidnapped" 


"But." Slash tried to wrap his mind around the concept, and wished that he'd put his whiskey bottle closer to 
the bed. "But you're standing right here, Duff. | mean.. if you got kidnapped, how would you be standing in my 
room telling me that you got kidnapped?" He shifted, recrossing his legs and frowning. 


"Because they put me back," Duff explained patiently. His eyes were big and sincere and Slash bit his lower lip 


in puzzlement. 
“They didn't want a ransom?" 


"Oh no!" Duff crawled onto the bed uninvited and curled at the foot, staring earnestly at Slash. He had that 
look that drove everyone crazy, that wide-eyed sweetheart thing. Slash knew that when he broke that look 
out, it was time to be on his guard. "No, they weren't trying to ransom me. They just wanted to test a few 
things." 


“Test... a few things.." If possible, Slash was even more lost now than he'd been when the conversation started. 
It was the curse of attempting to talk intelligently with Duff. The guy couldn't hold down a train of thought 
with industrial chains and crazy glue. "Like.. they wanted to show you a new guitar? | don't understand what 


you're saying to me, man" 


"Slaaaash!" And now came the tone of voice that implied that Slash was being a complete idiot, that he should 
know perfectly well exactly what Duff was getting at without Duff having to explain. It drove Slash crazy, 
because usually once he managed to get Duff to speak in plain terms, it really did become obvious what he'd 
been talking about. He was better than he had been, though; lately, he'd been finding it easier and easier to 
comprehend Duff Speak. 


Seriously, man, you're gonna have to throw me a bone on this one," he said, twisting his face into a mockery 
of embarrassed shame. It was a good thing Duff was so fucking sweet, otherwise he'd have gotten his ass 


kicked ages ago. "I'm kinda tired so my brain isn't working too well." 


"Fine, but we have to talk quiet or they might hear and get mad and come back," Duff sighed, scooting a little 
closer. Slash looked around, suddenly paranoid. Who might hear? Duff's lips grazed his ear and he shivered 
happily as Duff stage whispered against his skin, his breath warm and sweet with liquor. "I think | got abducted 
by aliens" 


At first, Slash was tempted to laugh. Duff had clearly been watching old science fiction movies on the 
television, had gotten wasted, passed out, and had a nightmare. But he just looked so goddamn serious, so 
fucking guileless, that Slash draped an arm around his shoulders and snuggled him close. Duff curled up against 
his side like he belonged there, his pointed chin resting on Slash's shoulder. 


"Honey," Slash said, petting tangled blonde hair. "Baby. You just had a nightmare, okay? There's no such thing as 


aliens." 


"Are you sure?" Duff's face twisted skeptically. "Because you said that about Ozzy too, and | just met him two 


weeks ago. I'm pretty sure it was aliens." 
| never told you that there was no such thing as Ozzy..." 


"Yes, you did! Or it was Steven Either way. It was aliens, | swear." He buried his face in Slash's neck and made 
a soft little choking noise. "They were green and tall and had big, huge eyes and | couldn't understand them 
when they were talking and | was scared" Slash waited a beat, unable to help himself. 


"Are you sure it wasn't Ozzy?" 


"Slash" Duff pulled back to glare accusingly and Slash stifled his laughter for the sake of his friendship. 
Shushing softly under his breath, he tugged Duff close again and closed his eyes. He gave silent thanks for 
nightmares as his fingertips smoothed up and down Duff's long, bare spine, and for a moment he felt kind of 
like a pedophile taking advantage of a frightened child. 


‘Okay, okay," he soothed. "I'm sorry, it wasn't Ozzy. He's not green, usually." Duff huffed softly and crawled into 
Slash's lap, winding his arms around Slash's neck and looking up at him pleadingly. "What do you want me to do, 
babe? Do you want me to get my guitar and go beat the aliens with it? Because no offense or anything, but 
I'm not keen on fucking up my guitar. | bet Steven would let us borrow his kit, though. We can throw that at 
the mothership." 


"You're making fun of me." 


"Maybe a litle." Slash sighed and smoothed his fingers across the base of Duff's neck "But you can sleep in 
here if you want. The aliens won't bug you if you're with me." Duff thought that over, his pretty face working 


its way through a series of emotions. Finally, he nodded and Slash smiled. "Good boy. Crawl under the covers." 


He held the sheets up and Duff shimmied under them, cooing happily to himself. Almost before his head hit 
the pillow he was asleep, snoring gently, curled up like a puppy. Slash stared down at him in astonishment, his 
prick hard against his thigh, his hands twisted helplessly in his lap. Asleep? Already? He sighed, mouth twisting 


wryly, and went back to watching television 


Duff was not an ideal beafellow, by any stretch of the imagination Just when Slash got himself all propped up 
and comfortable, a long leg would shoot out and slam into his hips, jostling him to the side, then by the time 
he got Duff rearranged, there would be an elbow in his ribs, a hand smacking into his face, a foot crowding his 
legs, a chunk of hair in his mouth. It got to the point where he was spending less time watching television and 
more time replacing Duff's errant limbs in their former positions, and in spite of his irritation, it turned into a 
sort of game. He tried to guess which pointy appendage Duff would jab him with next, and for each success he 
rewarded himself. Initially it was with cigarettes or shots of whiskey, but that soon grew boring and he 


started looking for a more enticing option 


He'd guessed the knee for this round and, sure enough, Duff's knee shot up and banged into his shin hard 
enough to leave a bruise. Grinning, Slash reached for his liquor bottle and froze halfway there, his hand 
hovering absurdly in the air. Duff's gymnastics had twitched the sheets aside, exposing a long stretch of 
golden skin, the delicate sweep of a hip barely covered by worn sweats. Slash's fingers twitched and his mouth 
went dry. Now here was a game worth playing. 


Licking his lips, he leaned down carefully, tugging at Duff's sweats. He pulled them down just far enough to 
expose the hollow dip just inside his hipbone, then leaned in close. Duff didn't smell good, exactly. There was a 
musky, sweaty sort of scent to his skin and, hovering just beneath that, the faint tang of leather. Not 


pleasant, but decidedly masculine, and Slash's prick swelled eagerly. 


Slowly, gently, he leaned in and pressed his lips to Duffs skin, inhaling deep and allowing his tongue to flick out 
just enough to get the taste of his friend. Duff shifted beneath him, murmured something, and Slash pulled 
away, panting. Christ, he should have done this ages ago. His fingers dug into the sheets and he waited for 
Duff to move again, eyes sweeping down his lean figure. 


Three near misses later - an elbow instead of a hand, a foot instead of a knee, a wad of hair instead of a 
shoulder - and he called the hip check. Duff bumped him nearly off the bed and Slash purred in delight, diving 
down to lick a slow trail up Duff's flat belly. He tasted like sweat and hotel sheets and good, innocent Irish boy. 


Slash rutted against the mattress, groaning softly in frustration as he withdrew. 


It was another ten minutes before he was allowed to touch again. A string of wrong guesses triggered and 
compounded by his intense distraction left him writhing in agony as Duff continued to contort, muttering 
unintelligibly in his sleep. Finally a twist of fate and a stray elbow granted him another caress and he went for 
Duff's collarbone this time, nibbling softly and shuddering as Duff moaned and stretched in pleasure. 


As soon as he heard that little gasp of enjoyment, all bets were off. Slash decided that the game was getting 
stupid anyway, that he'd be waiting all night at this rate. Biting his lower lip, he eased the covers off of Duff 
and stared down at him, twisted up like a goofy, lanky pretzel. A touch more patience was called for at that 
point, but Duff soon twitched himself into a more or less suitable position and Slash eased his sweats off, inch 
by agonizing inch. 


It occurred to him at one point during the operation that this was little better than rape. Maybe Duff was 
enjoying it in his dreams, but whether or not he'd be receptive when awake was entirely another matter. Slash 
briefly pondered the ethical question of whether or not to continue under those circumstances, but by that 
point he was too drunk and aroused to really give the question the attention that it merited. Instead, it ended 
up being a brief rest stop on the slow trip down Duff's legs, nothing more. 


With the sweats disposed of, Slash was free to feast his eyes on the full glory of Duff's body. He'd looked 
plenty of times while they were playing, or when the two of them were just hanging out, so on some level he'd 
realized that Duff was gorgeous. It was entirely different, though, to see him all spread out and vulnerable, 
legs splayed across a mattress, boyish face twitching in the throes of a dream. Slash sighed and leaned down, 
kissing his way up Duff's inner thigh, pausing to nuzzle his hip and then just going straight for the prize. 


Duff's prick slipped into his mouth easily, half-hard already from whatever he'd been seeing in his dreams, and 
his hips pushed forward eagerly as soon as Slash's lips closed around the tip. A little cry of surprise and 
delight burst from his mouth and Slash's eyes fluttered shut in ecstasy. His lips stretched around Duff's shaft 
as he slid his head down, reveling in the sensation of Duff's cock growing harder against his tongue. He 
crouched like that for a good five minutes at least, eyes closed, hands firmly on the mattress, Duff's prick 
halfway down his throat. 


If he could have stayed all night like that, he would have. Duff started to whimper, though, and push his hips 
forward, mewling for more without saying a word. Slash smiled a little, just a twitch at the corner of his 


mouth, then ducked his head forward, sucking in a quick breath before Duff's cock slipped fully into his throat. 


He moaned, then, loud and greedy, and Duff twitched against the mattress, a little gasp dying in his throat. 
Slash cursed himself silently, vowed to be more careful about his own noises, then promptly began to bob his 


head. 


It was a delicious sensation, the way Duff's prick pushed in and out of his throat, choking him, stretching his 
jaw until it ached. He fucked his mouth against Duff's hips, pushing his nose up against his belly, moaning in 
spite of his resolution to stay silent. His fingers snatched and grasped at the sheets and he shifted to push his 
own prick against the mattress, hips moving in time as he thrust his prick down against the bed. 


Duff continued to whimper and twitch, little sobbing whines bursting from his lips every time Slash took him 
deep. He murmured under his breath, speaking garbled words that Slash couldn't quite make out, not that he 
was particularly listening anyhow. His entire being was concentrated on the slick slide of Duffs prick down his 
throat, the tiny jerking motions of his hips. 


Maybe it was out of reflex or maybe Duff was more awoke than Slash gave him credit for, but suddenly 
there was a hand on the back of his head, fingers tangling in his curls. He whimpered, the sound shading into 
an eager moan as Duff pushed his head down, held it in place. Slash's entire body trembled with pent up lust, 
and then Duff started to thrust and Slash lost his mind. 


They were tiny, jerking little movements, irregular and desperate, and Duff's breathing matched the pace of his 
hips as they slammed shallowly against Slash's face. He caught a breath when he could, held it when he 
couldn't, and reached down to grasp his own prick, jerking it eagerly as Duff's whining reached a crescendo. A 
flood of warmth filled his throat and he held himself open for it, swallowing down all but a trickle that leaked 
out of the corner of his mouth, and as Duff collapsed borelessly onto the bed, Slash allowed himself one final 


groan and spilled himself into his own palm. 


Gasping, he sat back and stared at Duff as he licked his hand clean Still asleep, silly bastard, though he looked 
much more rested now, much more at ease. His thin lips curled up in a sweet smile and he parted his lips in a 


sigh. 


"Saul." 


Slash choked and sputtered and jerked so hard that finally, bizarrely, Duff woke up. He blinked owlishly, didn't 
notice his own nudity, and grasped for the sheets. A garbled slur of befuddlement poured from his mouth and 
Slash hastened to reassure him, bemused and delighted by the fact that Duff had spoken his name. 


"Shh, baby, shh." He pushed Duff back down onto the mattress and curled up beside him, pulling Duff's head 


over to rest against his shoulder. "It's all right, you were dreaming again." 
"It was a good one," Duff answered sleepily. "You were in it." 


"I just bet | was." And then Duff was gone again, snoring softly as he snuggled closer, and Slash stroked his 
hair and grinned stupidly at the ceiling until he, too, fell asleep. 


